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The Tragedieof.Hamlet. 


Hat' witchcraft in’t; he grew into his Seat, 

And co fucli wondrous doing brought his Horfc, 

As had he becne encorps’t and demy-Natur’d 
With the braueBeaftjfo farre he paft my thought. 

That I in forgery offhapes and trickes, 
Comefliortofwhathcdid. , 

L<ur. A Norman was’t? 

Kin. A Norman. 

La:r. Vpon my W^zLnmound. 

Kin, The very fame. 

Laer. I know him well,he is the Brooch indeed. 

And Iemmeofall our Nation. 

Km. Hcemadconfeffion ofyou. 

And gaue you fuch a Mafterly report. 

For Art and cxercifc in your defence; 

And for your Rapier mod efpeciall^. 

That he cryed out,t*would be a fight indeed. 

If one could match you Sir.Tbis report of his 
Did Hamlet fo envenom with his Enuy, 

That he could nothing doe but wifi - ! and begge, 

Your fodaine comming ore to play with him; 

Now out ofthis. 

Laer. Why out of this, my Lord ? 

Kin Laertes was your Father deare to you? 

Or arc you like the painting of a lorrow» 

A face without a heatt ? 

Laer, Why askc you this? 

Kin. Not that I thinke you did not loue your Father, 
But that I know Loue is begun by Time: 

And that I fee in paffages of proofe. 

Time qualifies the fparke and fire of it: 

Hamlet comes backe: what would you vndertake, 
Tofhowyourfclfeyour Fathers fonne indeed. 

More then in words ? 

Laer. To cut his throat i’ch’ Church, 

Kin, No place indeed fhould murder San£hirizc; 
Reuenge ihould haue no bounds: but good Laertes 
Will you doe this,keepe dofe within your Chamber, 
Hamlet return’d, {hall know you are come home: 

Wee’l put on thofe fhall praife your excellence. 

And fet a double varnifh on the fame 

The Frenchman gaue you,bring you in fine together, 

And wager on your heads.he being remiffc. 

Mod generous, and free from allcontriuing. 

Will not perufc the Foiles ? So that with eale. 

Or with a little fhufFling, you may cboofe 
A Sword vnbaited, and in a pafic ofpradHce, 

Rcquit him for your Father. 

Laer. Iwilldoo’c, 

And for that purpofe lie annoint my Sword: 

I bought an VndVionofaMountebanke 
So mortail, I but dipt a knife in it. 

Where it drawes blood,no Cacaplafme fo rare, 

Colle&ed from all Simples that haue Vcrtue 
VndcrthcMoone,can fauethe thing from death, 

That is but fcratcht withall: lie touch my point. 

With this contagioajthat if I gall him {lightly, 

II maybe death. 

Kin Let’s further thinke of this. 

Weigh what conuenienee both of time and meanes 
May fit vs to our fhape,ifthis fhould fade; 

And that our drift lookc through our bad performance, 

'Twere better not affaid; therefore this Proie& 

Should haue a backe or fccond,that might hold, 
if this fhould blaft in proofe 5 Soft,lec me fee 
Wec’l make a folemr.c wager on your commings. 


Iha't: when in your motion you 
As make your bowts more violent to the end ^ 
And that he cals for drinke; He haue pteoarVi l 
A Challicc for the nonce;whereon but fii>pj n „ 

If he by chance eicape yourvenom’d ftuck 
Our purpolc may hold there; how fweet <^, c 


Enter Quecnt. 

Queen. One woe doth tread vpon another, k , 
Sofaftthey’l follow: your Sifter’s drown’d 1 * Cef> 
Laer. Drown’d! O where ? mtt ' 

Queen. There is a Wallow growei aflant a Brook, 
That fhewes his hore leaues m the glaffic fi ream °* f » 
There with fantafticke Garlands did fhe TOc: 


Of Crow-flowers,Nettles,Dayfies,and lonTpi’i.-i 

That liberall Shcphcards giuc a grofler name- ^ 


But our cold Maids doe Dead McnsFinPeM^n l 
T here on the pendant boughes.hcr Coronet w L'j ' 1,5 
Clambring to hang; an enuious fliuer broke * 

When downc the weedy Trophies,and her felf e 
Fell in the weeping Brooke, her cloathes fpred »ij. 
And Mermaid-like,a while they bore her vn ° e * 

Which time fhe chaunted fnatchcs of old tunes 
As one incapable of her ownc diflrcfTe 
Or like a creature Natiue, and indued 
Vmo that Element: but long it could not he 
Till that her garments, heauy with her drinke* 

Pul’d the poore wretch from her melodious buy 
To muddy death, 

Laer. Alas then, is (he drown’d? 

Queen. Drown’d, drown’d. 

Laer. Too much of water haft thou poore Ophelia 
And therefore I forbid my tearesj but yet * 

It is our tricke. Nature her cuftome holds, 

Let fhame fay what it will; when thefe are gone 
The woman will be out: Aduc my Lord, 

I haue a fpeech offire,that faine would blaze, 

But that this folly doubts it. Exit, 

Kin. Let’s follow, Gertruds: 

How much I had to doe to calme his rage ? 

Now feare I this will giuc it ftart againc; 


Therefore let’s follow. 


Exeunt. 


Enter two Clownes. 

Clown. Is fhe to bee buried in Chriftianbutiall, that 
wilfully feekes her owne faluation? 

Other. Itelltheefhe is, and therefore make her Graue 
ftraight, the Crowncr hath fate on her, andfinds itChri- 
ftian burial). 

Clo, How can that bcjvnleffe (he drowned her felfe in 
her ownc defence? 

Other. Why ’tis found fo. 

C/a. It rnuft be Se offendendo, it cannot bee eKe: for 
heere lies the pointjlfl drowne my felfe wittingly, it ar¬ 
gues an A6h and an Adi hath three branches, lids an 
A 61 to doe and to performe; argali (he drown'd her felfe 
wittingly. 

Other. Nay but hcare you Goodman Deluer. 

Clown. Giue me leaue; heere lies the water, good: 
heere ftands the man; good; J f the roan goe to this wa¬ 
ter and drowne himfele; it is will he nill he, h e g ot5 > 
marke you that? But if the water come to him & drowne 
him; hecdrowncs nothimfelfe. Argali, hee that is not 

guilty of bis owne death,fhortens not his ownc life. 

Other. But is this law? 

Clo. I marry ii’t, Crowners Queft Law. 
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Will you ha the truth on’t: if this had not 
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ne a Gentlewoman, fhee fhould haue beene buried 
out ofChtiftian Burial!.. 


Clo. Why there thou fay’ft. And the more pitty that 
3 c folke fhould haue countenance in this world to 
» rC vnc or hang chcinff.lues.more then their eueti Chriiti- 
® 0 Coine.my Spade; chere is no ancient Gentlemen, 
u^'tGardiners,Ditchers and Graue-nsakcr;; they ho,d vp 
Adam* Prot'cflion. 

Other* Was he a Gentleman ? 

Clo. He was the fu ft that encr bore Armcs. 

Other. Why he had none. 

Ch. What,at’t a Heathen? how doft thou vnder- 
Ibnd the Scripture? the Scripture ft>yes Mam dig’d; 
toflldtee digge without Armes? I/e put another que- 
ftl0 n to iheeuf thou anfwercft me not to the purpofe,con- 

(effethy felfe-- 

Other. Go too. 


inner o 

Clo. Wnat is he that builds ftronger then c.thcr tne 
Mafon, the Shipwright, or the Carpenter ? 

Other. ThcGallowes maker; for that Frame outlines a 
thoufandTcnancs. 

Clo. I like thy wit weli in good faith, the Gallowes 
docs well; but how does it well? it docs well to thofe 
that doe ill: now, thou doft ill to fay the Gallowes is 
built ftronger then the Church: Arg.il!, the Gallowes 
,i,ay doe well to thee. Too’t againe, Come. 

Other. Who builds ftronger then a Mafon, a Ship¬ 
wright,or a Carpenter ? 

Clo. I, tell me thac,and vnyoake. 

Other. Marry,nowI can tell. 

(flo. Too’t. ' 

Other. Maffe,I cannot tell. 


Enter Hamlet and Horatio a farre off. 

Clo. Cudgell thy brainesno more about it; for your 
dull Afic will not mend his pace with beating; and when 
you arc ask’tthis queftion next, lay a Grauc-maker: the 
Houles that he makeshifts tillDoomefday: go, get thee 
toTaitgban fetch me a ftoupc of Liquor. 

Sings* 

In youth when I did loue /lid lotte y 
me thought it was very jweete : 

To contract O the time for a my behotte, 

O me thought there was nothing meete. 

Ham. Ha’s this fellow no feeling of his bufindfe^hat 
he fings at Graue-making ? 

Hor . Cuftome hath made it in him a property of ea- 
(inefiTe. 

Ham. Tis eeVi fo; the hand of little Imploymem hath 
thedaincierfenfe* 

Clcwne fings* 

Hut Age with his jteaimg flcpf 
hath caught me in his clutch i 

And hath [hipped me inttll the Land, 
as if I hadneuer beene fuch . 

Ham. That Scull had a tongue in it, and could fing 
once; how the knaueiowles it to th 9 growttd, as if it 
were Caincr Iaw.bone, that did the firft murther: It 
might be the Patcbf a Politician which this Affeo’rc Of¬ 
fices :one that could circumuentGod, might it not ? 

Hor. It might, my Lord. 

Ham. Or of a (Sou rtier 3 w hi civ could fay,Good Mor¬ 
row iwcet Lotd : how doft chon, good Lord ? this 
might be my Lord Inch a one, that prais'd try Lord fuch 
a ones Horfe,when he meant co begge it; might it not ? 


Hor, I, my Lord. . . 

Ham . Why fc’n fo : and now my Lady Wormes, 
Chapleffc, and knockt about the Maz.ard with aSexcons 
Spade*, hecre’s fine Resolution, ifwechad the triche to 
fce 9 t. Did thefe bones coft no more the breeding, but 
to play at Loggers *:ih ’em ¥ mine ake to cbinke 
on 9 c. 

C low ne fings* 

A Pit khaxe And a Spade,a Spade , 
for and a florcrwcling-Sheete: 

O a Pst of Ciay for to be made> 
for fuch a Guefl ts meete. 

Ham. There’s another : why might net that bcc the 
Scull of of a Lawyer ? w here be his Qmddits now ? his 
Quillets ? his Cafes? his 7enurcs,anci his Trick* ? why 
doc’s hefuffer this rodeknaue now to knocke him about 
the Sconce wich a dirty Shouell, and will not tell him of 
his Adtion of Battery ? hum. This fellow might be in's j 
time a great buyer of Land, with his Statutes,his Rcrog- 
nizancesjhU Fines,his double Vouchers,his Recoccries; 
Is this the fine ofhis Fines,and the recouery of his Rxco- 
ucries, to haue his fine Pate full of fine Dirt ? will hi;* 
Vouchers vouch him no more of his Pur chafes,- and dou¬ 
ble ones zoo y then the length and breadth of a pairc of 
Indentures? the very Conueyances of his Lands will 
hardly lycin this Boxe; and rnuft the Inheritor himfelte 
haue no more? ha? 

Hor. Not a ioc more.my Lord.# 

Ham. Is not Parchment made of Sheep-sklnnes ?• 

Hor. I my Lord,and of Caiue-skioncs too. 

Hani. They are Shecpc and Calues that feck out affu- 
rance in that. I will fpeake to this fellow: whofcGraue’s 
this Sir ? 

Clo. Mine Sir: 

O a Pit of Clay for to be made, 
for fuch a G ueft is meete. 

Id am. 1 thinke it be thine indeedrfor thou Left in’e. 

Clo . You lye out cn’t Sir,and therefore it is not yours; 
for my part,I doe not lye in t; and yet it is mine. . 

Ham, Thou doft lyein’c, to be in’t and fay ’tis thine : 
’tis for the dead, not for the qtiicke, therefore thou 
lyeft, 

Clo. ’Tis a quicke lye Sir, *twil! away ag 3 ine from me 
to you. 

Ham. What man doft thou digge it for i 

Clo. For no man Sir. 

Ham What woman then ? 

Clo. For none neither. 

Ham. Who is to be buried in'c? 


Clo . One that was a woman Sir; but reft her SouIe> 
fhee’s dead. 


Ham. Howabfolute the knaueis? wee rouft fpeake 
by thcCarde,or equiuocacion will vndoevs : by the 
Lord Horatio, thefe three yeares I haue taken note of it, 
the Age is growne fo picked, that the toe of the Pefanc 
comes fo ncercthc hcelesof our Courtier, hec galls his 46 
Kibe. How long haft thou been aGraue-maker? 

Clo* Or all the dayes i’th* ycare, I came too’c chat day 
that our laft King Hamlet o’recam zFortwbras. 

Ham. How long is that fince? 

Clo. Cannot you tell that? euery foolccan tell that: 
It was the very day, that young Hamlet was borne, hee 
that was mad # and fenc into England. 

Ham. I many, why was he fent into England ? 

Clo. Why, bccaufe he was mad; hee fhall recouer his 
wits there; or if he do not, its no great matter there. 

Ham. 
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